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1892   ger, and his whole face was just like the one word Murder
MT' 4I in big capitals.

Now I have told you a great deal too much about poor
Arick's savage nature, and now I must tell you about a
great amusement he had the other day.   There came an
English ship of war in the harbour, and the officers very
good naturedly gave an entertainment of songs and dances
and a magic-lantern, to which Arick and Austin were al-
lowed to go.   At the door of the hall there were crowds of
black boys waiting and trying to peep in, the way children
at home lie about and peep under the tent of a circus; and
you may be sure Arick was a very proud person when he
passed them all by and entered the hall with his ticket.
I wish I knew what he thought of the whole performance;
but the housekeeper of the lean man, who sat just in
front of him, tells me what seemed to startle him the most.
The first thing was when two of the officers came out with
blackened faces like Christy minstrel boys and began to
dance.   Arick was sure that they were really black and
his own people, and he was wonderfully surprised to see
them dance this new European style of dance.    But the
great affair was the magic-lantern.   The hall was made
quite dark, which was very little to Arick's taste.   He sat
there behind the housekeeper, nothing to be seen of him
but eyes and teeth, and his heart beating finely in his little
scarred breast.   And presently there came out on the white
sheet that great bright eye of light that I am sure all you
children must have often seen.   It was quite new to Arick,
he had no idea what would happen next; and in his fear
and excitement, he laid hold with his little slim black fin-
gers like a bird's claws on the neck of the housekeeper in
front of him.   All through the rest of the show, as one
picture followed another on the white sheet, he sat there
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